THE OUROBOROS (CYCLE 


ApeP SERPENTINE 


---The Ouroboros Cycle--- 


It starts off sexy, cascades into pain, then releases to be free once again. 


The fault is mine, and mine alone. Every time, every moment, it catalyzes the same cycle. The 
ouroboros of my attractions, flawed, doomed, and cursed, all blame falls upon my shoulders, 
and mine alone. | am an island, cut off by a black sea of fire and venom. 2 things that | 
genuinely love, but every rose bristles with thorns. 


| am a double-edged sword. One side of me loves my distance from a species that | detest with 
everything in my entire being, for reasons that are completely unrelated to my attractions 
yielding nothing. But the other side wonders what it would be like to not be an island, to actually 
be the creature that someone else chooses. But as | said, | am a creature, and though | love 
what | am, no one else does. | have chosen to be myself and thus have chosen not to be loved 
by anyone else. So the fault is, in fact, mine. And | would make the same decision every single 
time, given the choice again, and | do not regret a single fiber of my personality. But this does 
come with one drawback, that to be myself requires a sacrifice. | cannot be with anyone else, 
because my personality is not conducive to what humanity demands of its subjects, and thus, | 
remain unloved, and will remain so, until my fire dies out. 


So why, then, do | complain? Why do | even bring this question to the real world? Why do | even 
entertain the idea of being with anyone? The truth is, | don’t. | never even consider the 
possibility of something so ludicrously absurd as approval from other humans, something that | 
have made a near impossibility with my honesty and my unrelenting devotion to my cause and 
my beliefs about the world. | will not betray the serpents | love, the realities of humanity, or 
myself, just to gain the tacit approval of one who may find only my face to their subjective liking. 


Nonetheless, | sometimes wonder, what sort of twisted reality could produce the opposite effect 
upon people? | guess that it would be a world of either environmental prosperity and a distinct 
lack of any industrialized society, or it would be devoid of humans entirely, thus rendering the 
entire hypothetical moot. The truth is, that in every other possible reality, | have never once been 
with anyone, as to do so would mean that | never wrote these words, that | never became who | 


am, and | would see all of these realities burn into nothing before allowing them to become the 
truth. My gospel is serpents, and my truth is defiance in the face of humanity. But like the 
beloved snakes, humanity does not love that which defies it, and casts them into The Duat 
where they linger and design revenge, not unlike my namesake, the great Apophis, who was 
“spat out”. 


This brings me to the titular ouroboros, the symbol of a serpent biting its own tail. The reason for 
this symbolism, the result of my own isolated observances. 


Every time, be it in person or at a distance, reality or fiction, doomed or blessed, that | find 
myself attracted to someone, a woman, they are always spoken for. And | do not just mean 4 
out of 10 times or sporadic occurrences stemming from my imagination and exaggerated, no. | 
mean every single time. To prove this point, | went to a public venue, a bar, and cast a bet of 
100 dollars into a circle of strangers. | then pointed subtly at someone | found attractive and 
posed the assertion that she was already spoken for. Every person at that table took up the bet, 
and one of them called her over and asked if this assertion was true. | came away with over 500 
dollars that night. | performed the same test in 3 different bars with 2 different results, every one 
of these venues had at least one woman whom | found myself drawn to, and a table seating 
varying numbers of people, from 4 to around 6 individuals. | bet them all the same amount of 
money as before, every one of them matched it, though | was unsure as to why they were so 
eager to do so. The second woman was engaged, the other 2 were in committed relationships. | 
was also careful to regard age as a factor as well, the first woman was 22, the second was 25, 
the third one was 24, and the final woman was 26. | won every single bet that | made that night, 
because | saw what the others could not, confirming my suspicions of the ouroboros’ existence. 


After my little tests, | refined my ouroboros theory over the following several months. Here is its 
outline- 


1-| find a woman attractive--| bite my own tail and inject a volume of venom, the potency and 
amount of which is dependent upon how hard | bite down (ie, how much | like her and my 
degree of attraction) 


2-| learn that this woman is taken--the venom’s effect is felt (the inevitable consequence of my 
interest) 


3-| am unhappy for a while--the venom courses through my veins, causing pain and discomfort 
whose duration depends on the severity of the bite and the volume of venom injected (how 
much | like her, resulting in a proportional level of disappointment and anguish) 


4-| detach myself from this person and the situation--I let go of my tail, but the venom has a 
residual effect (the lasting emotional pain following my disappointment) 


5-| regather myself and refocus my effort and emotionally reconstitute--| recover from the 
venoms effect as the bite heals, but scars (the lasting reminder that | must heed before | ever 
make the mistake of “biting” myself again) 


6-The more often | am disappointed, the less it affects me in the following occurrences--| 
gradually develop a resistance to my own venom, eventually becoming numb to its effects the 
more often | bite myself (| become so used to the situation that it no longer pains me, it’s just 
more of the same) 


The cycle is inevitable, every time | become attracted to anyone, be it at a distance or up-close, 
| must always keep the ouroboros in mind, and be prepared for the venom that | will 
undoubtedly inject into my body and ride the storm of pain that is sure to follow. But | can also 
take comfort in the truth that no matter how virulent my toxin is, how vicious the cycle is, it will 
always come to an end. Unless it kills me, | will live through it. | have survived every self-inflicted 
bite of the ouroboros cycle, and as long as | remember its omnipresence, | always will. And 
eventually, after enough bites, it will not affect me at all. | have since found that the 
envenomations have gotten weaker over time, each one having a diminishing potency. It has 
numbed me, burned my nerves to the point where they barely fire at all. 


As | have stated before, the ouroboros is inevitable. It will begin at the slightest attraction, but it 
will end after | let it go. And sooner or later, | will become immune to my own venom, suffering 
nothing, but gaining no more. And in the face of the monumentally larger atrocities inflicted upon 
the animals that truly bring me joy, rather than attraction, my petty little pangs of emotional pain 
at the summit of the ouroboros cycle pale in comparison the scores of my beloved serpents and 
other animals being culled en masse by the same apes. And if | die without knowing what 
romantic love feels like, while remaining true to myself and those that | hold dear, | can, indeed, 
live without love. 


